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Fun Week by Week match. No time to finish it, as usual. Pity. Conducted the 
to Windsor during the day. Dined at the St. 


Universty men 
Y THE PARTY ON THE Spor. George’s Club in the evening with more Colonials. Announcement ie 
Wednesday.—Did a run down to Birmingham to-day in charge of splendid gift from the Cape—a first-class liner. i é 
of the Prince and Princess Christian and Princess Victoria of GIFTS. ip 
Schleswig-Holstein. Helped the Prince open the new General “ . ye : 1, 
wn ngucie © od , We gave them an invitation line he 
Hospital there, and then for a blow with the Fleet to see them al] Wik Meek ae Oh. thaaened tied i 
ship-shape and give them a start for the mancuvres. Found it te ae een The 0 wh a4 ee ee ee he 
very jolly with the attacking force. A ree : —_ ne ee ne Seer Nome, HN ie 
And we gave them decent grub; 
DON’T YOU SEA? We gave them a welcome warm and true, 
When summery suns are a-shine, And the best of all we had ; 
And summery breezes a-blow. God speed, when they went, we gave them, too 
Aboard of a ship of the line And they gave us au IRONCLAD. 
Who wouldn’t (if wanted to) go? Monday.—Lunched at the Mansion House with the lights of the 
f storms were a-rage I'll allow drama, then over to Hither Green, Lewisham, to assist the Prince 
It wouldn't be much of a treat, and Princess of Wales to open the Metropolitan Asylums Board's 
But I’m finding it jolly just now new hospital. Whispered that Charles barry would be glad of a 


call, which they did on the way back. Spent the rest of the day at 


Aboard the manceuvring fleet. 
Bisley. Dined with Mr. H. G. Reid at Kensington. 


Ran ashore to see the Colonial Premiers down to the reception at 


Windsor Castle all right, took another blow at sea (with the Tuesday.—Down to Henley to look round at my quarters and 
defenders this time), and afterwards dined at the Mansion House see all snug before conducting the Archbishops and Bishops to 
with the Archbishops and Bishops. Dined also with the Pottery Windsor to see the (Jueen. Then joined Mr. and Mrs. Herbert 
and Glass Trades at the Cecil to celebrate their Jubilee. After- Lloyd's jolly assemblage of journalists at Coombe Farm, Adding- 
wards to Lord and Lady Battersea’s delightful reception to the t n. Milked a cow, but got back in time to attend the National 
Eighty Club, Library Conference in the Guildhall. Got my invitation to the 

Thursday.—Her Most Gracious, assisted by me, received Con- Yomen's Jubilee Dinner—in fact, got several, as each lady is 
vocation, Corp ration, and the County Council. Interesting entitled to invite one visitor. Heard somethiag about the 
interview—or shall we call it a ceremony, just to keep plenty of enginect 
C’s about u \fterwards helped to give hearty entertainment to ENGINE-UITY, 
the Colcnials at the Ranelagh Club. Also looked in at the Ladies’ The engineers, it would appear 
Kennel Club Show at the Botanic Gardens (Regent's Park). Their notions to display 
Plenty of ladies and too many dogs—though they seemed to b Have done their best to engineer 
yappy enough together. Lunched with the Colonials and the An eight-hour working day. 
Fabians at the Holborn, from whence to the State Ball at Bucking- But, finding they could not arrange 
ham Palace, where I kept it up many hours, and (among other Exactly as they like, 
things) nearly set the whole place on fire. They have decided, as a change 

Friday.—Lent a hand to the Prince and Princess of Wales t lo engineer @ strike! Tit SPorrer., 
open some baths at Lambeth, and afterwards assisted the Duke and 
Duchess of York to superintend the destruction of Hospital Stamp 
die. Spent the afternoon at Holly Lodge, at the Baroness Burdett A Big Bore. 
Coutts’ garden party. Dined with the Colonial Premiers and the _ : 

[The construction of a tunnel between Scotland and Ireland is 


London Chamber of Commerce. 

Saturday.—Took the Colonial Premiers a bit of around. Down to 
Lord Carrington’s placein Wales—name slipped my memory, mostly 
r's, g’s, and w’s—-Lord and Lady C. met us. The party first visited 
Eaton Hall, and efterwards went to Hawarden. Mr. Gladstone in 


VA 


splendid form. Just saw the end of the Eton and Harrow cricket 


under consideration, 
Wer pray you cease this wild commotion, 
About the project say no more ; 
A tunnel underneath the ocean 


, le al ‘ } 
Is ITreiy & « slossal bore 
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IN THE PARK. 


Liza (apropos ef baby, three months old, in * pram’’).—“ There, "Tilda, 


back at once; baby ’asn’t had his milk yet.’’ 
'Tilda,—** Never mind, baby won't say anything.” 


Britannia Vindicated, But 


(The British Commissioner at Mombasa has been instructed that 
it is against the law for a British subject to restore a slave to his 
owner. 


‘* No subject of Britain,” says Britain, “shall stop 
The escape of the fugitive slave, 

Neither bundle him back neck-and-heels-over-crop 
To the place where the ‘ go-by’ he gave! "’ 

And Britannia’s honour, Britannia’s pride, 

By enforcing the edict are well satisfied ; 

But what doom will the new declaration betide 
To the wretch who in servitude cowers ? 

It will make his stern owner thrice vigilant be, 

Lest the poor pining serf from his punishment flee : 





we must turn 


‘The fair fame of britain,’ says Britain, ‘‘ must be 
Undefiled by the tiniest shade 
Of suspicicn that shein the slightest degree 
Would the horrors of slavery aid!’’ 
And the words have a soothing and comforting strain 
To all Britons, of Britain’s high rectitude vain ; 
Yet a peep ‘neath the surface may fitly be ta’en, 
And our hearts may be led to deplore 
Our benevolent boast about winking an eye 
At the few Uncle Toms who may happen to flv, 
When we think how the lot of the others thereby 
Is made twenty times worse than before! 


It will make thrice relentless the heartless Legree Sappy. 


Ir ery? reo ng nis lamnat a wer 





Yes, he has. 





Good Descriptive Powers. 
‘“*Scribbel has very good de scriptive powers, hasn’t he?” 
He described you asa fvool the otner day! ’ 


*The Importance ot It! 


(Mrs. Chant wishes the world to know 
that she has not taken to smoking. She 
has smoked her first and last cigarette. 
— Vide Press.] 


Let us shout it from the roof, 
And proclaim it in the street, 
For the popular behoof 
The important news repeat : 
How the world’s great heart did pant 
When a scribe with ready pen 
Chronicled ttat Mrs. Chant 
Did not mean to smoke again! 


In a moment wild and vain 
She essayed a cigarette, 
And it soothed her weary brain, 
Conquered care and killed regret ; 
But ’twere reckless to conclude 
’Tis her practice now as then; 
It must be quite understood 
That she will not smoke again! 


For the future she resists 
The seductions of the weed 
And the poor tobacconists 
Feel this is a blow iadeed : 
At the tidings dire they wince 
For how can they, wretched men, 
Make their business prosper, since 
Mrs, Chant won’t smoke again ? 


L’ ENVOI, 


Au, her heart is adamant ! 
Startled gods and staggered men 

Veep to hear that Mrs. Chant 
Does not mean to smoke again! 


Crossing the Bor-der. 


TRANSVAAL, and friends afar, 
And one clear call for ‘‘ codes,”’ 
But then there was no moaning at the 
‘ Bar ” 
When we mistook our roads (Ahodes). 


But such “ Report’ as useless let it sleep, 
So full of sound and fuss, 
With not one truth from out the plot- 
tings deep 
Bat turns ’gainst us. 


Standard and Times can tell 
That after all its ‘‘dark,” 
And may it be the shafts of Truth as 
well 
May miss their mark. 


For still from out our raid of sad dis- 
grace 
Oom Paul may stretch his hand. 
We hope to see keen Cecil face to face 
With him who guards the Rand. 
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Bisley Camp. 
By Our Specrat CoMMISSIONER. 
HERE we are, sir, all con-tent-ed under canvas. 


quarters of the various cores are in “‘ apple-pie order.” Nothin 
will ma(r) the success of the meeting but rain, »nd we’ve h 
enough reign lately ! 
comes to twin-daughters, as a neighbour of mine——. But Iam 
wandering ! 

Shooting, of course, is all ‘‘the go’’; puffs of powder (and, may- 
be, powder-puffs among the fair visitors!) prevail; every unknown 
man is desirous of making an aim; and, as in our childish days, 
we yearn for bull’s-evyes, which are the ‘‘ sweets of life’ to us at the 
present (fire) moment. Some big scores are being made ; I’ve just 
made ’um myself, though it was almost my maiden effort. I don’t 
like to report my own prowess, but no one else volunteers to do so. 

The position of some men when shooting is a curious sight; 
some are prone to lie at full-length to try and find the bull's-eye, 
and I have known them when relating stories of their past deeds 
tu lie at any length ! 

The camp is crowded with visitors, who watch the capital shoot- 
ing with much interest and quiet enthusiasm, which is very consol- 
ing to the competitors. 

No accidents have oc-cur-red up to now—except that a mongrel 
got into the line of fire, and had its existence cwr-tailed; but an 
amusing incident happened last night. An Irish acquaintance of 
mine, who got awfully fuddled, woke up in the dark and bawled 
out ‘‘Where am Oi?” ‘“ Under canvas,” said someone. His 
next question was ‘ How fur are we off Jand, me bhoy?’’ He was 
‘‘all at sea’’ and thought he was on board ship, where he has 
spent most of his whisky life. 

We are all getting very bronzed; in fact, I have no silver left. 
Will you kindly send me a remittance? How can one shoot without 
a ‘shot in the lovker’’? 

P.S.—My last shot was, so to say, @ miss, which, strange as it 
may sound, will result in a valuable prize A fair cousin of mine 
unexpectedly arrived from the North. She is a charming creature, 
a regular out-and-‘ outer,” though a bit of a ‘‘magpie”’; and she 
has consented to marry me, and, I presume, in the future, rifle my 
pockets. This ‘‘ takes the cake,” doesn’t it ? 


Impertinent Paragraphs. 


By THE ‘ENFANT TERRIBLE.” 
THE GREAT KNOCK OUT. 
A DRAMA OF THE Day.—No, 2. 
Dramatis Persone :— 
JOHN SCALDS .........00 A Labour Agitator. 
Tom MANNIKIN .......+ Another. 
DOOEITTILE ....000.c000ee8 Secretary of the Amalgamated Society of 
Mudscrapers. 
A Capitalist. 
A German Agitator. 
A Belgian Agitator. 


Mr. HARDPUSHED ...... 
HERR BLUFFBERG...... 
HERR PIFFLEMUG.... 
(Scene: The Offices of the Society of Mudacrapers.) 
(Herren Bluffberg and Piflemug discovered, They are laughing.) 
Bluffberg.— Ha, ha, mein gut Pifflemug, it is vat dese stupid English call 
‘great sport.’ Vancy ze fools not seeing t’rough us.” 

Piflemug.—“* You say right, mein eggsellent Bluffberg. 
children. Vat is your last report to ze German Government? 
zimilar one to my masters, ze Belgian Ministry.” 

Bluff.—*I have written zat I have fulfilled zere instructions to ze letter. I 
have come to England as a vriend of the English vorkers—to help zem in zere 
heroic struggle for ze eight-hour day; to azzist in ze glorous gause of Inter- 
national Brozerhood and ze Rights of Labour. I have zeen John Scalds and 
Tom Mannikin, and have promised to help zem in zestrike. Dey tank me very 
mooch and shake my hands and talk of ze glorious victory and the coming 
Universal Co-operation of Vorkers. It iz luvly.” 

Piffie.—* Yes, and ve have promised to get up a great strike of German and 
Belgian labour to help in ze good cause. Ha,ha, After ze English strike ts 
over!” 

Bluff —“And England has lost nearly all its great trade in mud scraping. 
Ho, ho, vot vools zey are.” 

Pifle.—“ Vot is your salary from your Government for coming over and per- 
suading ze men to vight dill ze bitter end?” 

Bluff.—*“ A t’ousand pounds, like yours, Ve are earning our money. Ve are 
subscribing a vew hundert marks to ze strike vund to show our zympathy. 
(Chucklea.) Oh, it is gut, ver’ gut. Already ze English manuvacturers have lost 
rth of orders, and ze vork have all gone to German and 
back, and ze English 


Dese English are 
I vill send a 


millions of pounds v 
Belgian firms. And England vill never get ze trade 
vorkers vill vind they lose zere vork—zat zey have killed ze goose vot lays ze 
,] mort 


ev —_ - 5 ‘ . 
é ect ‘ : rTranda st 
. hU€T) 5B>- i ib ETana spor 


Canvass the 
whole camp and you would find no murmur of dissatisfaction ; the 


We can put up with being pa(r)boiled, for 
one must expect the swn at this time of the year, but when it 


(Enter John Scalds and Tom Mannikin.) 

Pifle.—“Ah, mein gut vriends—give me your hands—ze hands of heroes, 
Oh, iv ve had such heroes our poor vorkers would no longer grovel under ze 
iron heel of capital. Alas, my poor gountrymen! " 

John Scalds.—“ Never fear! We will not forget you. When our battle is won 
we will come over and help you; we will stand by you as you have nobly stood 
by us. We will have such strikes in Belgium and Germany as shall consolidate 
the whole world of labour.” 

Pifile (aside to Blugf).—** Goot grazious, t hat vould never do.” 

Bluff (aside to Pile) — Never fear, Zey will be turned out of ze gountry. Ve 
vill zee to zat.” 

Tom Manniken,—“ I, too, will come over to help you, my noble brethren. I 
will organise you,” 

Scaids.—* Pardon me, I will organise them. Iam a member of Parliament and 
take precedence. I never allow anyone to thrust himself before me. I must 
be first or Pattersea will reject me.” 

Mannikin.—* I don't care a hang about Pattersea, I have got my own way 
to make, You have made yours—give somebody else a chance,” 

(They quarrel and fight.) 
(Pifie and Bluff chuckle.) 
(Enter Doolittle and Hardpushed,) 

Hardpushed.— There you see your good and true friends fighting as to who 
is to get the most advertis ‘mert out of this unhappy business, If the strike 
ended to-morrow we have lost so much trade that we shall only want half the 
number of hands, The work has gone to Belgium and Germany, I have 
documents to prove that those two foreigners who have come over to help you 
are in the pay of their Governmenti, sent over here to stir up strife between 
Englishmen, so that their capitalists may reap the advantage.” 

Doolittle.—" 1 see it all. We have been blamed fools. Butif the executive 
of the society hadn't called the men out, the men would have thought we were 
not earning our salaries. Youareright. Come along, sir; let’s shake hands. 
Let us stand together for the old country, you and I are a match for the four of 
‘em. Let's duck 'em in the horse-pond and kick 'em into the sea,"’ 

(They do so.) 
(CURTAIN,) 
+ + 


“FON” LYRICS. (No, 80.) 


(The Cape has given a Battleship to the Imperial Navy.) 
Bravo! Rally round! Give us your hands! 

Now the game's beginning, ‘‘ Now we shan't be long! 
All the world wonders, but Britain understands 

“ Home, Sweet Home ” is the Empire's song. 


Hurrah ! Hip Hooray ! God save the Queen, 

Now our place we’re taking —now we wait the call ; 
Standing back to back, as we have ever been, 

Just a little closer, that's all. 


No more “ Kingdom,” “ Empire" is the word ; 

Now the game's beginning, now we stand <n rock : 
Why, such acry the world has never heard ; 

Since Old T.me first wound his clock. 


The Suicide Boy. 
(Several cases of suicide by juveniles have cccurred lately. | 


THE Suicide Boy into vogue has come; 
’Mid the rich and the poor you'll find him. 
He long looks grievous and grave and glum 
As he groans o’er the lot assigned him : 
Till at last, bewailing some broken toy, 
He fulfils his weird as a Suicide Boy! 


The Suicide Boy, of whose woes we read 
In romance*, has unveiled the danger 

Of imbuing young minds with a godless creed ; 
But—truth is than fiction stranger. 

No eternity-qualm, but the slight annoy 

Of a moment, matureth the Suicide Boy! 


The Suicide Boy in our race’s gain 
From a child-rearing mode which taxes 

Too little the body, too much the brain, 
Till the latter so nervous waxes— 

And the former so weak—that a lost hour's joy 
Makes the death-struggle sweet to the Suicide Boy! 


The Suicide Boy will not lose his name, 
Until parents, more wisdom gaining, 

Shall develop and strengthen both brain and frame 
Of each child with an equal training. 

That method alone will the germ destroy 
Of unsoundness which gives us the Suicide Boy! 


* Miss Corelli's “ Mighty Atom.” 
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DOWN BY THE SUPPER TRAIN TO CLACTON. 


Old Salt.—‘' They’re & ratchin’ in now!” 
’Arry.— Wut sye they’re a doin’?”’ 

Old Salt.—‘‘ A ratchin’—reachin’, ye know!” 
'Arry.— ‘A reachin’, are they? Ah! 








So’d you an’ me be if we was theer, J lay!” 








Cock-a-doodle-do. 
BUT NOT DONE YET. 


POWELL !:— 


You're a pretty bird! 

Why, it’s too absurd ; 
Tnink you'll put a stop to betting ? 
See the drubbing you are getting 

Now my temper’s stirred ! 

I'd have much preferred 
To have gone my way in quiet— 
gut if you must have a riot, 

Have it !—’pon my word, 

You're @ pretty bird ! 


POWELL : 


Cock-a-doodle-do ! 
This should settle you— 
You were always fond of ranting, 
Fancy this will stop your canting 
Goody-goody crew 
Wait and see it through ? 
Oh! so that’s the 
playing, 
But to me it’s not dismaying ; 
Jam waiting, too— 
Cock-a-doodle-do ! 


game you're 


HAWKE :— 
When's a place a place ? 
It’s a pretty case 
For a House of Lords’ decision. 
You may treat me with derision, 


Hawke :— Call me mean and base, 
Mock me to my face ; 
b} That's it—you may crow, There may come a table turning, 
; You've been beaten, though, When you'll have achance of learning 
, And again maybe we'll catch you— That at any race 
A. G. L. is sure to match you Everywhere’s a place! 


You're not through, you know; 
To the ** Lords "’ we go— 
And, in spite of all your crowing, 
Though you think you're jolly know- 
ing, You may scream and scowl, 
Maybe | shall crow :— Though it don’t improve your beauty ! 
“Over goes the show! ”’ Go and do your beastly duty, 


POWELL :— 


Ah, my cocky fowl, 





At my betting howl, 
At my pleasure growl ; 
But whene’er it comes to fighting 
Don’t you get my powers slighting, 
Or, you silly fowl, 
You may have to howl. 


HAwWEE :— 


Cock-a-doodle-do ! 
Hang it, who are you ? 
What’s the good of ranting, raving, 
Why it’s simply misbehaving— 
I shall see it thrcugh 
Till the betting crew 
I have crushed beyond redemption, 
One and all without exemption, 
Dunn and Powell, too— 
Cock-a-doodle-do ! 


POWELL :— 


Better cry ‘‘ enough ’’— 
Though jou’re pretty tough, 
I'm, you'll find, a trifle tougher— 
Fly at me and you will suffer, 
Don’t you be a muff, 
‘‘ Lords "’ are up to snuff, 
They will see what you are after, 
Canting but excites their laughter, 
It’s such silly stuff— 
setter cry ‘‘ enough.” 
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The Butler. 


CHaptes II. 


“ COUNTERPLOT.” 
For a few moments there was a dead silence, then Sir James 


another disgraceful exhibition like the one we have just been 


through. There’s something wrong here.” 
Purler raised his hands in mute but indignant protest. Sir 


James was returning the attack, and his weapons were 


maligoant. 
‘Wrong, Sir James ?”’ 


rose from his seat, his face purple with rage. 


Mr. 


Thurlow 


“ Yes, sir, wrong! 


There’s been some wasteful extravagance 


here, and in future J will keep this book. 


I was not commissariat 


shrugged his shoulders, and giving a look of intense amusement 
at the author of the contretemps, sidled off towards the ladies, 
with the affected elegance of a dancing master, and muttering— 

“ An original by Bacchus! To bring up three dozen for the ’36.” 

“ Purler! ” gasped Sir James, “explain this most outrageous 
conduct, sir.’’ 

“Outrageous, Sir James? No, sir! You asked for the ’36, sir, 
and, though I thought it rather strange, sir, I did my best.”’ 


‘‘You’re an impertinent, paltry scoundrel, sir. 


Remove this 


abominable stuff at once. You leave my service to-night.”’ 


‘“Tt’s very 


“ Very good, Sir James,"’ replied Purler, humbly. 


officer in my 
regiment for 
nothing. Your 
remarks up- 
stairs implied 
a threat, sir, 
and, hang me, 
if you shall 
have any /fre- 
cord of the 


F (pti 7) fo 
o~ f ~ s ah. P ? 


( "Nae We Me * 
LY 


\O 











‘ard, sir, I should have to suffer for so slight a mistake. I’ve 


family men- 


always done my very best, sir. 


I’ve deceived many, sir, but never 


you. Who is it, sir, that buys the cheap Australian meat, and 
bribes the butcher’s boy from the ‘ Purveyor to Her Majesty’ to 


bring it round in his cart? 


Who waits behind yer chair and 


age.’ 
“Fool! 

fool! ’’ wailed 

Purler, as Sir 








touches you surruptious when the dish is a queer 'un? Who 


9 


knows what’s in the ragouts ‘ 


Purler waxed eloquent. 


“ Who, 


James 


tucked 


the book under 





I say, knows all yer old and ——’ 

‘‘Silence!’’ hissed Sir James, with a side look at Mr. Thurlow. 
‘You presume on a fancied knowledge. You may go. This time 
I forgive you. Do not offend again.”’ 

The retreat was as well ordered as the attack. 

Purler knew too much. He bowed himself out with a self- 
satisfied smirk, and with as much grace as the carrying of a tray 
full of bottles would admit. 

‘Victory! ’’ he panted, as he reached his lair, and Lizette came 
towards him anxiously. ‘‘ There'll be no more bogus '36 port 
served up in this house, I can tell you. I’ve put my foot down 
once for all on that, Lizette, and we shall ’ase a decent glass of wine 
to drink presently, my chair.’ 

‘* Ah! Monsieur Purler avec plaisir. It vill be ze treat. Mais, 
I vas in ze trouble. I heard you get ze ordare of ze bullet.” 

‘* Parlour Anglais, Lizette, my chair,’’ said Purler. 

‘Oh, yes,”’ she responded, laughing, ‘‘ lalways do forget. I heard 
Sir Jimmy present you with the order of the sack just before I 
closed the door.” 

‘* Order of the sack? Discharge me. Ithink not. I’ve taught 
James his place better than that, I can tell you. I looked at him 
like this, Lizette, and he trembled. There’s only one master in this 
house, and his name is ——— ”’ 

‘*Purler! Purler!’’ 

‘* La Cave,’’ whispered Lizette, ‘it’s Sir James, and he’sacomin’ 
down here. Gemini! I’m off, even if I’m shot afterwards as a 
deserter,” and she tripped off into the kitchen. 
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“Ta Care.” 
“ Purler!' said Sir James, looking round suspiciously, ‘‘ Now 
Mr.:Thurlow has gone, | will inspect your book, sir. I will not risk 


his arm, 


and 


departed for 
the realms 
above. ‘To 
think I was ass 
enough to 
leave that 
lying about 
right under 
his nose. 
Lizette!”’ he 
called hoarse- 
ly. ** We’re un- 
done,”’ he ex- 
claimed as the 
soubrette 
answered his 
call. 

‘‘Good gra- 
cious me! 
Where ?”’ 

“T didn’t 
mean that, 
Lizette. I 
mean Sir 
James has 
spiked our best 
gun. He has 
taken the pantry book, the book I meant to publish in ‘ Ancient 
Society ’ if he should prove obstroperous. And I had such a lovely 
heading for it,’”’ he moaned. ‘Stew-pan Sweatings, or the Trials 
of Sir James’ Butler,’ and now my trump card has gone for ever, 
deuce take it.” 

‘Do not weep, Mr. Purler,” said Lizette, consolingly. ‘‘ There’s 
mischief brewing, and I’ll play my hand now. I’llgo and find out 
what they’re up to. You stop here. As for the trumpery book, 
Ill find out where it’s put, and take it.” 

‘‘Good servants never steal, Lizette.’’ 

‘“No! Mr. Timothy. They annex. Bong courage, mong Purler.”’ 






































“LISTEN TO THIS, Lapy SWEENEY,” 


‘‘A pretty book, upon my soul,’ shouted Sir James, startling his 
family by bringing his hand down smartly on the cover. ‘That 
scoundrel Purler has made a record here of all our housekeeping 
bills for the last six months. Listen to this Lady Sweeney :— 

‘One dozen wine (port presumed) to be served up as old and 
crusted, vintage "36, 15s.; one tin Australian meat for ragouts, 
1s, 74d. (Sir James to have the tip about this); one bottle of un- 
sweetened, 2s. (Lady Sweeney); one pound of beef sausages, 5d. 
(servants’ dinner, Sunday); etc.’ 

What do you think of it, Lady Sweeney ? ”’ 

‘‘Insolent! ’’ snarled Lady Sweeney; ‘‘ the man must go at once, 
and without a character—unsweetened, indeed.” 

‘‘ Sir James to have the tip,” fumed tne master of the house. 
‘‘ He shall not stay here another minute. Luckily I have secured 
his book, and the rascal has no proof, and if he dares say a word 
about it I’ll prosecute the scoundrel for slander.” 

‘Wouldn't it be better, pa,” interposed Miss Caroline, ‘‘ to 
Wait just a little while. He might make a laughing-stock of us to 
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Mr. Thurlow. Wouldn't it be better, I say, to wait till, till——” 

Miss Caroline blushed with becoming modesty. 

‘“‘ This year, next year, sometime, NEVER,” snapped Euphemia. 

“Silence, Euphemia,”’ said Sir James; ‘‘I will not have this 
bickering!” 

‘You are right, my child,” he continued, addressing Caroline ; 
‘* we will let him rest in fancied security until] Mr. Thurlow ceases 
to call, or, as you say, till, till——-no matter. In the meantime I 
will watch the villain closely. He may have other compromising 
books and diaries on hand. Oh! if he would only steal something. 
I will go down again, and tell himI am satisfied with his accounts. 
This outrageous and scurrilous piece of work I will hide in the 
library, and, mark you! Lady Sweeney, and you two girls, are 
from now under martial law. We have a difficult and wily foe in 
our camp, and one who must be crushed; so look toit. We will hold 
a council as soon as I have placed my prisoner of war in safety.” 

Sir James pulled open the drawing-room door with a jerk, and 
néarly fell into Lizette’s arms. 

‘“*Confound you,” he said; ‘‘ what do you want?” 

‘“‘ Ze supper es laid, Sare James,”’ she answered. 








Bisley Queries. 


IF a sailor were to shoot, would the tar get get a prize ? 

Can a good marksman bore his way into public favour ? 

Aren’t there as many sur-prises as prizes in the Bisley results ? 
Are most of the competitors on tent-er-hooks ? 


When the wind blows roughly, isn’t it a great blow to the 


shooters; and don't they blow the wind ? 


Don’t you feel a “silly calf,’ and cowed, when jou miss the 
bull’s-eye ? 

Isn’t it only fitting that the bulls’-eyes should be where the butts 
are? [I'll toss you a shilling you can’t see that pun. | 


Aren’t there some misses in the camp that no man would like to 
miss ; and many a missus at home that a man would like to miss? 





Henley as it Might Be. 


(By Our Extra-SpEeciAL REPORTER, WHO WAS THERE AT THE 
TIME.) 


THE scene at Henley yesterday morning wasa gay one. The 
white dresses of the ladies showed up well against the black looks 
of the Amalgamated Engineers, who, owing to a fortunate con- 
junction of circumstances, were enabled to be there to a man. 
The old town looked as breezy as ever; the frowning walls of the 
old distillery glanced slyly at the Minster Towers, while the 
Crystal Palace in the near distance scintillated in the sun. 
[This doesn’t read like Henley to us, but our Extra-Special is not 
to be restrained when he lets himself go.—Ed. Fun.) Far as 
eye could see the river teemed with pleasure boats of all 
descriptions, from the punter’s punt to the stockbroker’s ‘‘ House "’- 
boat; and, as fav as I could see, there was no reason why 
it should be otherwise. Laughter floated in the air, all 
sorts of laughter, from the guileless grin of the artificial 
Ethiopian in pink and blue stripes to the rich, base hilarity 
of the benevolent company promotor. Hearty greetings 
were heard upon all sides as boat collided with boat. It was likea 
family party. Everyone seemed interested in everybody else’s 
business. ‘‘ Where the dashed blanked blazes are you going to 
now ?”’ cried the proprietor of the Water Nymph as the prow 
of the Saucy Maria climbed up the back of his neck. ‘Who 
are you?” inquired the stalwart propeller of the Arethusa, 
when the elderiy party in the Houseboat asked him to be so 
obliging as to keep his skulls out of the dining-room window. In 
fact, a note of intimacy was struck on the opening day that will 
make this year’s Henley as memorable as the other events which 
have inspired us all for the last month with such uproarious 
enthusiasm. Nor must the loyalty of the crowd be over- 
looked. One touching instance of devotion to the Sovereign 
is worthy of permanent record. A _heavily-laden skiff bap- 
pened to be passing when the Salmon-Pink Hungarian 
Band struck up ‘God Save the Queen.” Disregarding 
the earnest entreaties of his companions, @ stout person seated in 
the bow of the boat rose to do honour to the (jueen-Empress, 
with the very natural result that the whole party were precipitated 
into the water. Fortunately (or otherwise, as the case may be; one 
elderly lady, on being resuscitated, distinctly said otherwise) no 
lives were lost. But to get to the races. 


THE SOUTH AFRICAN CUP, 


For this popular event there were three starters: P. Kruger, 
J. Chamberlain, and S. A. Committee. Kruger and Chamberlain, 
after an exciting race, one continually getting the better of the other, 
ae Raga other, came in together and a dead heat was declared. 
During the race, so interested were the officials and the spectators in 
the dual encounter, it was not noticed that Committee had, by some 
mistake, started in the wrong direction. After awhile Committee 
returned, looking very tired, and gave a shocking “ report” about 
the upper reaches, especially the out-of-reaches. But, as he 
seemed to be wandering in his mind, nobody took any notice of 
what he said. 

THE INTER-COLONIAL GOBLETS. 


This race naturally caused much enthusiasm, all the colonies 
being represented. It was a grand sight to see the boats weiter pe 
in line up the river at record-breaking speed. Cries of ‘‘Good ol 
Canada! Advance, Australia! Bully for you, Cape! "’ rent the air. 
Side by side they rowed till they were in sight of the winning-post, 
and then, to the astonishment of everyone, Cape suddenly shot 
ahead and won by the length of a first-class battleship. It is said, 
however, that the other colonies have determined next year to go 
one better, so sport may be expected. 


THE PEACE-OF-EUROPE SCULLS. 


This, the great event of the year, I regret to say, has not yet 
been pulled off. As everyone knows, it is to be a race against time. 
The six oarsmen engaged are known as the Six Powers, and a more 
quarrelsome crew was probably never brought together. The 


- choice of the Sultan of Turkey for starter was, I venture to think, 


a great mistake; while Greece as coxswain has proved a con- 
spicuous failure. If, however, the Sultan could be persuaded to 
start them, and if Greece would undertake to steer straight, some- 
thing remarkable would probably happen, provided always that the 
Powers themselves could agree as to the stroke and other necessary 
details. Anyway, they have not started yet, and, though they may 
be off at any moment, they may be years before they get away. 

The rest of the racing was of the usual character, and was carried 
on to the evident annoyance of the various picnic parties assembled 
on the river. Henley, however, at the present moment of writing, 
is one——. (Refer to first paragraph.—Ep., /'un. 


At Bisley. 


Tom.—‘* You missed the bull’s-eye that time, Pat.” 
Pat.—‘ Yes; the coofounded thing winked at me, an’ took me 
off me aim !”’ 
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om Lady (in smoking carriage, to man about to indulge ina whiff).— 

ng always makes me fe-] very sick.” 

ling with the ‘lighting up"). 
n't smoke!”’ 
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My man, smo) 
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* Do it? 


ywaman (calmly proces 
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Waftings from the Wings. 


The Silver Key opened our eyes at Her Majesty’s and promises 
to unlock the gate of popularity and let the public through to Mr. 
Tree’s theatre in large numbers. It isa pretty and graceful little 
comedy, adapted by Mr. Grundy from Dumas’ old play, Mile. 
De Belle Isle. It ia all about the amours of the naughty 
Duc de Richelieu and his wager that before twelve o’clock that 
night he will obtain an assignation with the first woman he meets. 
This happens to be the beautiful country girl, Gabrielle de Belle 
Isle, who has come to Paris from the country to petition for the 
release of her father and brothers from the Bastille. She is engaged 
to be married to the young Chevalier D’Aubigny, who takes the 
wager meaning to wreak vengeance on Richelieu. He and Richelieu 
both think Gabrielle guilty, for the Duc certainly does obtain entry 
into her apartments, and Richelieu certainly does have a love-fea~-t 
with a lady. But the lady is not Gabrielle, but another, who thus 
outwits Richelieu, her old flame. 

There are many fine acting scenes in the play, made the most of 
by Mr. Tree as Richelieu, by Miss Evelyn Millard as Gabrielle, by 
Mrs. Tree as the other lady, and by Mr. Waller as the Chevalier. 
The Silver Key is most lavishly mounted, and Mr. Tree has 


obtained a great success. 





GOSSAMER. 


The entire Jubilee Procession has been photographed with 
Demeny’s Apparatus by the Photographic Association, and an 
animated display was given at the Matinee Theatre last Tuesday. 
The service at St. Paul’s Cathedral seemed lifelike. Other Jubilee 
incidents, ‘‘ The Aldershot Review,” ‘‘ The Naval Review,’ and the 
“Buckingham Palace Garden Party,’’ passed before one’s 
astonished vision. The public will participate in the pleasures of 
this marvellous invention so soon as the films have been coloured, 
by which means the approach to actual animation will be intense. 


A Paradox. 


[Speaking at the annual prize distribution at Feltham Industrial 
School, Dr. Collins, chairman of the London County Council, said 
he could not help thinking the least resort to corporal punishment 
there was the better it would be.— Daily Paper.) 


THe Doctor decrieth the strokes of the rod 
In accents sufficient to melt ’em, 

But surely you'd thimk ’twas a circumstance odd 
If a Feltham boy never /iad felt ‘em! 


Facing the Canon’s Mouth. 


[Canon Doyle of Ramsgrange (Wexford) declares cycling to be 
‘‘ unbecoming, indelicate, and dangerous for females” !} 


A CANON in County Wex 
Observed how the gentler sex 
Had taken a liking to biking and triking, 
And his soul it did sorely vex. 
And fiercely struck was each bloomered ‘‘ duck ”’ 
From the North to the utmost South 
By the diatribe-shot, all hissing and hot, 
That came from the canon’s mouth |! 


But we hear that the Bloomer Girl 
For the old canonical chur! 
Ne’er careth a jot—she suffereth not 
Her hair to be “ put out o’ curl.”’ 
Each bicycling fairy in Cork, Tipperary, 
Down Sligo, Clare, Galway, and Louth, 
Would be willing to face—nay, delighted to place 
A good smack on—the canon’s mouth! 





“Hear! Hear!” 
‘President Kruger's hearing has much improved.— Vide Press.) 
THE news, his hearing has improved, 
Of course, we welcome gladly : 
It wasn't long ago his speech 
Wanted improving badly ! 








An Apt Addendum. 
(Three L. & N. W. R. engines have been painted red, white, and 
blue, in honour of the record reign. ] 


THE new-fang/ed monster which tugged at the train 
Was yclept “ Puffing Billy ’’ through ail the domain, 
When Her Majesty started her prosperous reign ; 
And it's really a notion not silly, 
In this Diamond year of our Sovereign Dame, 
Which impels the Nor’-West to improve the old name 
By parading an engine which fitly may claim 
To be christened the “‘ Puffing (Ju)Billy!” 
A Smart Explanation. 
[** We, of this column,” says the gossip-writer of the Evening 
News, ‘admit that we do not know Omar Khayyam or his work.”’ 
To Kennedy’s gay “‘ gossip ’’ I put the question plain : 
‘‘Ts this, indeed, veracious? Hast thou no interest ta’en 
In the good old Persian singer of Unbelief and Wine?” 
And he answered with a parody of & well-known Kipling line. 


‘“My pedagogue at school, sir, had got a mania vile— 

A quite exclusive fondness—for the seer of Scio’s isle! 
Through the Iliad and the Odyssey he hourly made me go? 
And what can they know of Omar, who only Homer know ?” 


A Question of Colour. 
(An Italian savant has discovered the microbe of yellow fever.— 
Daily Paper.) 
THE question here that strikes a fellow 
As being worth attending to 


Is, Did the germ of fever yellow, 
When caught by the savant, look blue ? 


The Forbidden Verb. 


(The School Board of Dunbar, Pennsylvania, has forbidden its 
teachers to make love.—Daily Paper.] 
THE teacher now his passion curbs, 
His thoughts on sweethearts must not rove ; 
And so, when conjugating verbs, 
He needs must shun the verb “ to love.”’ 


Cruel ! 
Poet (despairingly, to Editor).—* Shall I ever have anything of 
mine printed in your paper, sir?” 
Editor.—‘‘ I must refer you to the manager of our advertisement 
department! ”’ 


Characteristic. 
THE average Irishman doesn’t count his change at all; the 
average I-nglishman countsit carefully; and the average Scotsman 
counts it two or three times over, and then expresses a doubt as to 
the genuineness of one or two of the coins. 








Delicious and Nutritious. 


BIRD'S 
CUSTARD 


POWDER. 


Knhances the acceptability of every 
Sweet Dish or Fruit. 


NO EGGS! NO TROUBLE! NO RISK! 


“Refreshing and Invigorating to the 
jaded mind and body; delicious to the 
palate; and absolutely unadulterated." 


—Famity DocTror 


NO ALKALIES USED 


ESTABLISHED 16%, 


Cadbur Ys) Needham’s 


Cocoa 


Polishing 
<P> 


and Brilliantly 
Platinoid, &c. 


The most reliabie pr tion for 
hing Brass, Copper, , Britannia M 
everywhere. 


Sole Manujacturers : 
JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS, SHEFFIELD. 


London Office : St. George's Houses, Bastcbeap, E-C 
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